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out." "Let me tell you something/' I answered. "A man's weak points are usually parts of his strong ones, if he is lucky enough to have any. Sensitiveness is an element or counterpart of sympathy, and a gift of sympathy either in a public man or anybody else is a tower of strength. Reserve, again, is an element in Pride, and pride of the right sort is a tower of strength too. There's a dose of pocket psychology, of which I make you a present." In truth he did not need it, for to the world at large he was reserved enough, and he surprised the House of Commons by his emotion at a graceful and sincere tribute paid by Mr. Gladstone to his son's first speech.
His annual holiday was a matter of principle; it was a needed refreshment of spirit. We made a dozen or more expeditions abroad together. Friendships do not always survive the ordeal of long journeys. We two underwent the test year after year without a ripple. He was a delightful companion, patient, good-natured, observant, interested in pictures, buildings, history; alert, and not without a pleasant squeeze of lemon to add savour to the daily dish. We had not an insipid hour. I have read of two eminent contemporaries of ours who spent five delightful weeks together alone in a villa on the Kiviera; when they parted one of them said to the other, "Not a single observation of mine that you have not contested." One envies this activity of full minds, but the politician who fights hardest when he takes the field, is often the least pugnacious when he is off duty. Once in a journey from Munich to Salzburg in 1876 at the roadside stations we heard loud "hochs," and found ourselves in a train bearing and offered to apologise at any time, in any place, and in any language I pleased. "You have two faults," he once said, "you are sensitive and you are reserved. It was wrong to think that I meant anything amiss, and if you thought so, it was wrong not to have itover the merits of the case. haveblaze of living light,
